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CARLY in the spring of 1911 my 
husband and I, with our three 
children, had taken up a home- 
stead on the prairie in eastern Alberta, 
almost on the Saskatchewan border. 
The nearest town, was, in fact, Alsask, 
twenty miles away on the border. 

We had built a little shack with two 
rooms and a lean-to for coal, bringing 
the lumber all the way from Medicine 
Hat, 100 miles to the south. It was a 
primitive way of life but we didn't 
mind, for we were young and happy 
and enjoyed this care-free prairie life. 
With Christmas fast approaching we 
felt that, while we would miss the 
happy Christmas celebrations we had 
known with our own folk far away in 
Eastern Canada, we must try to make 
it a happy event for our children in 
this new country. 



We had ordered toys and games for 
the children and Christmas ornaments 
to brighten our little home, but the 
parcel from the mail-order store had 
not arrived and in only two days 
Christmas would be here. 

The weather, while chilly, was sunny 
and bright and no snow had fallen. 



My husband decided to hitch up the 
team and drive in to town after our 
parcels and some groceries as well. If 
all went well he'd arrive back late 
that same evening or early the next 
day. 



The children, seven-year-old Tim, 
six-year-old Ada and little three-year- 
old Isabel, were excited about the con- 
cert and Christmas tree party that was 
to be held Christmas Eve at the one- 
room school house, half a mile from 
our shack. 

Over and over they recited the 
poems and sang the songs they were 
to sing at the concert. And tomorrow 
Daddy would be home with the pres- 
ents! 

Snow began falling gently about 
noon and I did not like the look of the 
sky. Heavy black clouds kept rolling 
in and a strong wind began whipping 
the snow into drifts. I called the chil- 
dren indoors and we shut and barri- 
caded the door lest the strong wind 
would blow it open. 

I had never seen anything like that 
storm! The snow whirled in at every 
crevice and soon obscured the windows 



Christmas 



so we couldn't see out. It grew darker 
by the moment. Frightened, the chil- 
dren began to cry. 

Hiding my own fears of the swirling 
white unknown that lay beyond the 
thin walls of our shack, I knew I must 
keep the children from thinking of the 
storm. I lit our two coal-oil lamps to 
make things a bit brighter. 

Then I said to the children: "Let's 
make a Christmas tree." They agreed 
this might be fun, From the coal-bin 
came the top of an old dead tree that 
had been thrown in on top of the coal. 
From a forgotten box came scraps of 
green and yellow tissue paper. 

Fighting Fear With Action 

The blizzard raging outside was for- 
gotten, for the children were busy 
covering the bare branches with the 
green paper, even fringing it to re- 
semble the needles of a fir tree. When 
they had finished their flour-and-water 
paste job, the old dead tree did look 
like a Christmas tree. How proud the 
children were of their work! 

"But we have no pretty ornaments 
or presents or anythin' to put on our 
tree," they protested. Despite ray own 
doubts, I promised them that tomorrow 
Daddy would be home with trimmings 
for the tree. With this assurance they 
ate their supper and were soon fast 
asleep in bed. 

But it was a sleepless night for me. 
Over the howling of the wind and 
the deadly softness of the drifting sno^ 
a terrible fear clutched at my heai'l 
that my husband had been caught ir 
the blizzard. 

"Dear God, keep Jim safe and brirH 
him home soon," I prayed. 



The morning brought sunshine, bf 
still the snow gusted about the hou# 
Undaunted, the children wanted to t) e 
gin making ornaments for their tf e 
right after breakfast. 

I found a bag of peanuts and wit 
needle and thread we sewed these t< 
gether into little dolls, one peanut f c 
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A story of the faith and courage of a 
mother who \ept her children's fears away 
in a frightening situation^ and won out I 

on the Prairies 



lliu head, oiK! for the body, two for 
the legs and two for the arms. From 
yellow and red ti.ssuti paper wo fash- 
ioned little tlnwMi'H and hate and Tim, 
beoauso he wus Hood with paints, put 
faces on oui' little dolls. The prettiest 
one, I said, would bo the angel and 
we'd put il at the top of the tree. 

Thus the day passed. And it was 
now Chris-Una:; Kvc. The blizzard had 
abated but then: was no sign of Daddy. 
The children were becoming restless 
and were he^iiuiiiif,' to quarrel. 




Children's Prayers 

Then I suKKestocl we'd have a con- 
cert and aj.tain they responded with 
enthuHinmvi. Tim prepared an elabo- 
rate programme and as master of cere- 
monies aitiuiuneod we would all sing, 
"dashing through the snow". 

I couldn't help thinking we'd all be 
much happier if we had no snow to 
clash through. But wo all sang as loud 
as we could. 

Then we sang "Away in a Manger", 
and Belly recited " Twas the night be- 
fore Christmas." We sang "Holy 
Night" und the children, sat quietly 
while I rend Dieken.s' Christmas Carol. 
Wo sang "Joy lo the World", and our 
concert was over. 

It was then time for bed. The chil- 
dren all luielt to say their prayers, 
each one adding, "And please God, 
bring our Daddy homo tomorrow". 
The very smallest one said hers too, 
adding "And please God, tell Santa 
Claus we'll have alt the snow cleared 
away by tomorrow so ho can find our 
Place," 

It was [mother night of terror and 
fcar and prayer for me, but somehow 
a verse I had read, "Joy cometh in 
the morning", came to me. and I fell 
asleep, confident all would be right in 
the morning. 

Christmas Day dawned bright and 
beautiful. Thorn was no wind, only a 
fii'eat peace over all. The children were 
anxious to be out in the anow, so after 
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'It's Daddy at last! Safe and sound! 



breakfast they bundled into warm 
clothes and mittens and dashed out- 
side with shovels to clear a path to 
the door, They cleared away the win- 
dows too, so we eould once more see 
out. 

It was now time for Christmas din- 
ner and I remembered with a pang 
the plump turkey with all the trim- 
mings, the mince pies and plum pud- 
ding of another Christmas. Was it only 
a year ago? 

All 1 could find in our cupboard was 
a sack of oatmeal, some brown sugar 
and two cans of tinned milk. But 
hungry from their play outside, the 
children sat down gratefully to steam- 
ing bowls of oatmeal porridge with 
brown sugar and diluted tinned milk. 
I promised the children that after the 
dishes had been washed we'd make 
some fudge for a Christmas treat. 

But all the time the children would 
run to the window to watch for their 
Daddy. I envied the children their 
faith, when Tim said, "Of course Dad- 
dy will come home soon now. Didn't 
we ask God to bring him safely home? 
I know He will." 

Dusk was falling that Christmas 
Day so many years ago, when a shout 
rang out from Tim. From the window, 
we could see the heads of the horses 
coming over the hill and men clearing 
a road with a snow plow. 

The jingling of the sleigh bells was 



the sweetest music I had ever heard. 
In fact I sometimes think the music in 
Heaven will not be complete without 
the sweet music of sleigh bells. 

Who can describe in words the joy 
and happiness of that reunion after the 
days and nights of fear and terror? 
The children were deliriously happy, 
for in the wagon were parcels for 
everyone' from our friends and rela- 
tives in the East who had not forgot- 
ten us. There were stacks of letters 
and cards, and so many good things to 
eat. We'd have our Christmas dinner 
after all, if a day late. 

But before we went to bed that night 
we all knelt and the prayer from our 
hearts was: "Thank you, dear God, for 
everything." 
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"And they fell on their knees and 
worshipped Him." (Matthew 2: 12) 



u 



IVINE worship will be held 
in the lounge of the ship on 
Sunday morning at eleven." 
That announcement appeared on the 
notice board of the vessel that was 
carrying me across the Atlantic fol- 
lowing a five-week campaign in the 
United States of America. Thus, with 
some 400 passengers, I found myself 
waiting for the commencement of a 
simple service of praise, prayer and 
song led, as is often the case, by the 
ship's captain. I had met him before 
on similar voyages and had had occa- 
sion to thank him for the sincerity of 
his leadership. 

My mind in previous hours had been 
meditating on the words at the head 
of this article, mainly because I was 
seeking inspiration for a Christmas 
message that must be prepared many 



months ahead. Here, I meditated, I 
was a participant in an act of worship 
that had for centuries encircled the 
earth. Even this act of worship could 
be traced back in its inspired origin to 
that act of adoration expressed by 
those Wise Men in a stable, as they be- 
held the form of a new-born Babe. 

Some, I admit, do not find it easy 
to feel or express what may be the 
underlying principle in acts of wor- 
ship. Why does God seek to be praised? 
Why should He seem to demand from 
us as His right our constant expres- 
sion of adoration and wonder? We say 
of the greatest men that the greater 
they are the more they shrink from 
praise. When God became Incarnate 
in Christ He submitted Himself to the 
very extremes of indignity — human 
birth and human death. He retired 
from honour during His earthly life 
and He disdained praise. 

Yet that ship's congregation, of 



which I was a member, could sing "O, 
worship the King" without any 
thought that . it was wrong so to do — 
but because we felt that it was proper- 
to "worship and adore Him". 

Now if the story of the worship of! 
the child Jesus by the Wise Men 
combines simplicity and splendour in 
such exquisite balance as to possess al- 
most poetical qualities, this, and the 
fact that it is far removed from us, 
must not prevent us from seeking to 
penetrate its inner meaning. 

Here was a scene of great contrast. 
This Babe was none other than the 
King of Glory. It was left to a later 
writer to record "that though He was 
rich, yet for our sakes He became 
poor, that we through His poverty 
might be rich". "Though He was rich" 
— yes! Here were Wise Men offering 
gold, incense and myrrh to One who 
could claim the lordship of the uni- 
verse. 

He had been rich in the allegiance 
of the heavenly hosts. He had been 
rich in the enjoyment of His Father's 
presence. All things were His — the 
treasures of a thousand worlds, the 
devotion of angelic hosts — "All things 
were His" — yes, but not all. For in this 
poor world there were hearts that did 
not give Him allegiance — men and 
women who had been made in His 
image and yet had disowned their 
Creator. 

Just because there was no other 
way to win back the allegiance of this 
world, for our sakes He left His own 
riches and the glory of His own homo, 
to become so poor that we through His 
poverty might become rich. And now 
there were being placed in that stall 
the precious gifts of men, and "tl ley- 
worshipped Him". 

He who had the wealth of this world 
at His disposal now received gifts sym- 
bolic of. wealth and adoration. "They 
worshipped Him there" . . . and did so 
in surroundings that many might judge 
to be most unconducive to real wor_ 
ship. With what apparent care men 
have sought through the ages to build 
and adorn places of worship! 
What costly decorative art! What 
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outward expressions; nl' beauty have 
hciin tircfii-d fi make what have; heen 
considered in lie lilting plaees for men 
to worship Und! And yet how cold 
sueli |il:n-f ; can hi' unless the worship- 
pers win. hip "ui spirit and in truth". 
Tltniiii nu'u wliii i'uUtciI tlit! stable had 
not left, lin'u- hniin-M em a political mis- 
sion. There was no ulterior motive as 
(hoy entered inln the presoneo of the; 
Chili!. They rame to derlnre the; glory 
and honour they felt waw dm; to the 
oavwion and (heir vi'i-y jrifts wra sym- 
bolical of all that true worship 
involve:;. Weuship, if true, will over 
In; costly, and when accompanied by 
Krcat, .simplicity, i:.i no Iuks; beautiful. 



}\\M: 



We v.-iii',hip Him through the; most 
•';ini[ii(' a>t:, of sorviee for otlier.s, done 
i» His name, and as wo break tin; 
alabaster he:-: we can ignoro the criti- 
cism of any who .sugf;o:;ted the spilt 
ointment. I'uuld have boon more profit- 
ilhly use. I. 

There have boon those who have 
acni:.v<l H;dvalionists of not being a 
"wonihippii^; people" but one who 
"wdfi a deep study of. the spirit of 
wir.-iliip ihnnif'h Iht; u|.;t;s declared that 
"tl"! KalvabmiiKt marching to drum 
a "d lamlniurjue behind the banner of 
ll H' ('rex; is ene with his fallow Chris- 
tians", 

Whal i;; the moaning of worship? It 
liii.'i heen defined a.'i the response of 
m! 'i» lo the Ktornah and the highway 
^li'iii: which the .soul passes to the 
'"ftii'.'it ideal;'.. If is oortainly an earnest 
o£ <'leih;il life. In true worship there 
niiisl I.,,. t,h<- discipline of body and 
spirit, hi it there is wonder and 
''^•'ereniv. awe and love, and the need 
* 01 ' ^Ki.si'Metion. 

True, the mode of worship differs in 
varknr. ...echnns of the Christian 
Cluii'ih, hut vsnlo.-i.s the mode of worship 



involves the offering of the heart to 
God, turning from its own interests, 
and devoting itself to the interests of 
God, then indeed we do not worship 
"in spirit and in truth". 

Where there is a lack of worship 
there will be no increase of our knowl- 
edge of God, for it is only by true 
worship that we enter the secret place 
of the Most High and come to that 
union with God that is the mark of 
the true worshipper. It is in worship 
that we come to the position where 
we can gaze upon the glory of the 
Lord and be changed into the same 
image. 

One who had a great love for the 
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beauty of nature often spent his holi- 
days amongst mountains. When ques- 
tioned as to what was the greatest 
gain that came to him through such 
experiences he thoughtfully replied, 
"The mountains have the effect of put- 
ting you firmly in your proper place". 
The visions of grandeur and immen- 
sity re-awakened within him a true 
sense of his own littleness, which was 
perhaps at times to him disquieting. 

Does not true worship do that for 
the adoring heart? It is only when 
we bow low in humility and reverence 
at the cradle and the cross that we 
find it imperative to cease from con- 
centrating our attention upon our own 
rights and privileges and give our- 
selves up in the end to a contempla- 
tion of the glory of the Lord. 

This gaining of a true perspective 
compels the giving of attention to a 
disciplined life of devotion, and if we 
seek to keep ourselves free from the 
corrosion of formalism in our worship, 
and of other corrosions which can so 
easily damage, then we shall find such 
acts of worship do more for us than 
all our bustling activity and elaborate 
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organization. 

It has been rightly pointed out that 
true religion involves a double move- 
ment — God coming to man and man 
responding to God. Unless there is 
two-fold movement there can be no 
union, but such movement on the part 
of man must be in a purposeful act of 
worship. How great was the movement 
of God toward man in the Incarnation 
none can estimate. 

It was sincerely, though perhaps too 
simply, said by one that "God walked 
down the stairs of Heaven with a 
Babe in His arms". He came indeed 
to this world through the door of a 
stable and we can never get over the 
wonder of that fact. But the essential 
need for a double movement ever re- 
mains, and we must respond to His 
coming by joining in spirit those Wise 
Men who at the first "fell on their 
knees and worshipped Him". 

Will you do it now consciously? — 
and not fail to maintain through His 
grace that attitude toward the "Christ 
of the stable" who is also the Christ 
of the Cross. Let the call of the song 
"O, worship the King", move you to 
worship Him now — just where you are 
— there — for He is to be found every- 
where. 



OFFICE PARTIES 
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'OST readers can use influanoe in trying 
to keep liquor out of office parties. 
Just as good a time may be had by the use 
of soft drinks, and those taking part — 
especially young folks, not used to alcohol — 
will be able to leave without endangering 
life and limb or morals in the muddled state 
that. results from indulgence in strong drink. 

PAGE FIVE 



'# 




Will Santa 
Crowd out 
Christ? 
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fHAT interested me most in 
witnessing the annual Santa 
Claus parade held in 
stormy weather was the number of 
parents who took their families and 
weathered the storm to see the par- 
ade. We expect hired performers to 
carry on in spite of everything but 
in this easy age we do not count on 
anyone to suffer inconvenience or 
discomfort unless he is being paid 
for his or her trouble. 

But the majority of parents want 
their children to get all the pleasure 
possible out of life and they make 
concerted efforts to. bring them 
pleasure. To a point this is good. 

But parents, whose love and zeal 
is only demonstrated at a parade or 
sports event, are leaving themselves 
wide open for divine judgment if 
they fail to show the same zeal and 
enthusiasm in getting their children 
to church and Sunday school. 

Children learn more by example 
than by precept. The parents' atti- 
tudes are contagious. If Dad and 
Mother don a raincoat and take 
their children by the hand to the 
House of God to hear of the love 
and redemptive work of the Babe of 
Christmas then junior will develop 
an interest in his religious training. 
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He will become as conversant with 
the truths of Scripture as the aver- 
age child is with Santa, Punkinhead 
or Rudolph, the Red-Nosed Reindeer. 

There is a place for fairyland folk 
in child training but they should 
never be permitted to absorb the 
time and attention of the children 
to the exclusion of eternal values. 
We must give Christ the central 
place in the child's mind and we 
must persistently and consistently 
show our enthusiasm and zeal for 
God before our children if we hope 
to lead them into the paths of right- 
eousness. 

We must companion with them 
through rain and sunshine, through 
heat and cold, as we endeavour to 
teach them of the Saviour. It isn't 
enough to get them to the Santa 
Claus parade, the sports events or 
the Sunday school picnic. 

Parents who want to raise God- 
honouring families must work and 
teach by precept as well as example, 
day in and day out, if they would 
earn the respect of their children 
and lead them into a saving knowl- 
edge of Christ. 

The attitude of parents is usually 
the deciding factor in the attitude of 
children. There are of course excep- 



tions to the rule but, generally 
speaking, religious attitudes and 
convictions are passed down from 
generation to generation. 

The same holds true of vices. The 
sins of the father are visited upon 
the children to the third and fourth 
generation. But God-honouring par- 
ents can take heart and be encour- 
aged by the promise that God is 
faithful. 

"Know therefore that the Lord 
thy God, He is God, the faithful 
God, which keepeth covenant and 
mercy with them that love Him and 
keep His commandments to a thou- 
sand generations." Deut. 7:9. 

During the festive season there 
will be many opportunities to 
counteract the influence of Santa 
Claus by teaching the truth about 
the Christ who made Christmas 
possible. 

Parents and teachers would do 
well to capitalize on their opportuni- 
ties when the hearts and minds of 
the little ones are in a receptive and 
interested mood. The memory of 
special events lives on to influence 
the later years of their lives. 
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Enjoy Those 
Greeting Cards 



i*r* HAVE found a way of getting 
*li double enjoyment from one 
^j aspect of Christmas. Most of 
the pleasures of the festive 
season can only be tasted once — 
except perhaps the turkey, which 
has a habit of bobbing up in dif- 
ferent forms until well after the 
New Year. I refer to the greeting 
cards. They come in the mail by 
twos and threes when we are 
usually busy, and we tear open the 
envelopes, glance at the name of the 
sender and toss the cards into the 
silver dish on the dining-room table 
or on the mantel shelf. We seldom 
get any inspiration out of them at 
the time. 

Just before Christmas, when the 
pile had grown to formidable pro- 
portions I gathered them up, 
retreated to a comfortable arm- 
chair, turned on the reading lamp, 
and began to examine the cards. I 
took my time at it and, believe me, 
it paid off. Almost the first one I 
picked up — a card I had hardly 
noticed when it arrived — gave me 
a real thrill. A picture that has the 
power to transport us to the scene 
it represents is, to my mind, real 
art. That little scene whisked me 
away from my arm-chair to the 
country, to a winding road, lined by 
a rail-fence and a few spruce 
trees, a trail that wandered past 
snowy fields and white-roofed 
houses, leading in the distance to a 
small, steepled church. What en- 
hanced the beauty of the scene and 
delighted me was the skilful distri- 
bution of a few grains of glitter 
sprinkled among the bushes, on the 
snow and on the gables. It was just 
as I had seen it a few nights pre- 
vious when I ventured out after 
dark, and observed that rare sight 
of the snow softly falling and lying 
like a sheet of diamonds, sparkling 
in the street- lights. Usually, the 
wind blows the snow and takes the 
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sparkle out of it, but that night it 
was lit up like the eyes of a soul in 
love. 

What a variety of cards! At one 
time Christmas greetings were 
much of a muchness; now they take 
all kinds of shapes and sizes. Some 
are breath-taking in their artistry 
and glossiness. Others are severely 
utilitarian — plain cards, with centre 
printing — uninspiring cards, ex- 
cept that the wording sometimes is 

. . . By . . . 
KEHT MAPLETOH 

inspired — if one does not put the 
card aside in disappointment at its 
drabness, and miss the message. 

I picked up another that set me 
almost gasping in its splendour and 
charm. It showed a glimpse of a 
flight of steps leading up to a gate 
and the end gable of a church, with 
a stained-glass window depicting 
the Holy Family. The sections of the 
window, the delicate tracery of the 
bare tree branches overhead and 
the bars of the gate were all picked 
out in gold. The verse was a gem — 
one rarely used to describe Christ- 
mas. It read: "This is the day which 
the Lord hath made; we will rejoice 
and be glad in it." 

What a variety of representations 
of the shepherds in the fields and 
the visit of the wise men! Some of 
the artists show the two groups 
crowding into the stable together, 
but here is one which depicts the 
"three kings of the Orient" present- 
ing their gifts to Mary and Joseph 
and Jesus in a typical Eastern 
home — a house, as it tells us in the 
second chapter of Matthew, and not 
a stable, as Luke mentions in re- 
cording the visit of the shepherds. 
Some artists have so far departed 
from the Bible account as to show 




the shepherds following a star, 
which is quite un-Scriptural. 

How lavishly the poinsettia sets 
off a greeting card, although its use 
as a Christmas decoration is not as 
convincing to folks of northern 
climes as is the holly. 

Cards from missionaries strike a 
unique note. Most of them are poor- 
ly printed and on cheap paper, as 
befits those who are enduring sacri- 
fice in a strange land, but their 
message is unmistakably evan- 
gelistic, and as such must gladden 
the heart of the Author and Finisher 
of Christmas — the Lord Himself. 
Some of them show photos of the 
missionaries, who sent them, in 
their white garb, their smiling faces, 
although a trifle thin and strained, 
showing how their work brings 
them contentment. What a contrast 
these missives are to one rare card 
among our flock — like a peacock 
among the barnyard fowls — one of 
the great masters' paintings of the 
Virgin and Child, printed on silk, 
and framed in an embossed panel, 
the whole mounted on a beautiful 
piece of bristol board. 

Some cards have been chosen by 
more than one sender. We have no 
fewer than four cards showing the 
wise men on incredibly tall camels, 
in gold, on a blue background; and 
four also of an identical manger 
scene. 

Some of the cards cannot resist a 
bit of boasting over local beauties. 
Here is one from a province (that 
shall be nameless) displaying a 
photograph of a covered bridge, 
stating that there are no fewer than 
thirty in the province. The Scrip- 
ture verse accompanying the pic- 
ture is apt: "He shall cover thee 
with His feathers, and under His 
wings shaft thou trust." 

(Continued on pafle IS) 
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THESE YOUTHS have a definite aim in life. The photo shows members of the 
Victoria, B.C. motor-cycle club starting out Christmas Eve to deliver 468 parcels of 
toys to children in 140 families. These lads put their time and their machines at the 
Army's disposal, and LIKE IT. This will be the fourth year they have revelled in 
this task. The officer seen Is Brigadier C. Milley. 



OME time ago a newspaper 
reporter interviewed teen- 
agers about their problems. 
They discussed juvenile delinquents 
in particular, and one young fellow- 
said, "They're in a group, and they 
refuse to go straight. They get 
pleasure from drifting . . . that's 
their life." 

A seventeen-year-old girl gave 
her opinion: "They need to let off 
steam, and if they go off on the 
wrong track they're more or less 
lost. If they had someone to steer 
them into something creative, some- 
thing worthwhile . . ." 

Though their comments did not 
plumb the depths of the problem 
they were discussing, it struck me 
that these young people had per- 
haps unconsciously highlighted sev- 
eral of the grave defects of our 
twentieth century society — and 1 am 
not thinking only of teen-agers! 

"They're in a group," commented 
the fad. Multitudes today "lose" 
themselves in groups — the high 
school crowd, the club, lodge or 
union. Not that there is anything 
wrong with groups; in fact, they 
are essential to the adequate func- 
tioning of society. But when people 
become conformists to the point 
where their thoughts, decisions and 
behaviour are dictated by the groups, 
then they are reduced to little less 
than robots. Individuality is gone. 

Paul's warning to first-century 
Christians is perhaps more pertinent 
today than when he wrote it. "Be 
not conformed . . . but be ye trans- 
formed by the renewing of your 
mind." 

Another revealing phrase from 
the same youth's comments is, 



"They get pleasure from drifting' 1 . 
What he was trying to say was that 
many young people have no real 
purpose in life. The girl put it 
another way, more positively, when 
she observed rather wistfully, "If 
they had someone to steer them into 
something creative . . ." 

What a challenge for Christian 
leaders and educators! Aimlessness 
is a mark of our generation. A pre- 

vju ^Jhe L^hief jDecrelctvu 
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cocious French youngster explained 
it like this: "My heart is an empty 
boat, whose harbour is nowhere." 

Christ is the answer to aimless- 
ness and ennui. He gives power — 
power "to become". Yes — power "to 
become the sons of God". 

Christmas reminds us of the sanc- 
tity of the home and the obliga- 
tions of parenthood. Our Lord lived 
in a typical Palestinian home. He 
was given the love of fond parents, 
and the religious discipline and 
training that were part of their 
heritage. 

Would it be an exaggeration to 
say that today religious training 
simply does not exist in most 
homes? Christian parents must not 
fail in their duty. They should have 
the family altar, should teach re- 
gard for the things of God, should 
impose in love those proper re- 
straints that serve to develop up- 
rightness and independence of 
character. But multitudes of boys 
and girls get no such training; 
therefore they cannot resist the in- 






fluence of the peer-group. They 
take on the colouring of their sur- 
roundings; they conform to the 
world. 

One fine Christian girl was .so 
pressed to join the sinful practices 
of her school-mates that she adopted 
the course of carrying her Bible in 
school, placed conspicuously on top 
of her text books. When her tor- 
mentors saw this evidence of her 
determination they ceased their ef- 
forts to drag her into their net. 



13, "WISEMAN 

Parents, Christmas presents a 
challenge to you to build a Chris- 
tian home, where understanding, 
love and discipline will be so lus- 
ciously harmonized that your buy:; 
and girls will be led to accept Christ 
as Lord and Saviour and will de- 
velop robust Christian characters. 

Where understanding and love 
are not matched by discipline, a 
grave disregard of the laws of God 
that should govern life might de- 
velop. On the other hand, if riflid 
discipline assumes the ascendancy 
over love and understanding, it is 
possible for resentment and revolt 
against restraint to break out a» 
the young folk grow into their tcfiis. 

May God guide you in the tusk of 
home-building. May you be inspiiveJ 
by the example of the Holy Family, 
of whom Luke wrote: "And Hi: 
went down with them, and came 
to Nazareth, and was subject unto 
them . . . and Jesus increased in 
wisdom and stature, and in favwr 
with God and man." May our chil- 
dren increase in like manner. 
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NO PRESENT FOR JESUS 

SMALL lad, whose own birth- 
day was a great event in his 
home had been taught that 
Christmas was the birthday of the 
Christ-Child. He awakened at dawn 
of Christmas Day, with his eyes like 
stars and a look of eager expectancy. 
Without a word he gazed upon the 
great tree glittering with soft lights 
and tinseled ornaments, heavily 
laden with gifts for each member of 
the family. He solemnly watched 
each package unwrapped, and piled 
his own up, untouched in one corner 
of the room. 

After the tree had been stripped, 
he tiptoed around it, gazing up into 
its fragrant branches. Soon a shad- 
ow crossed his face, and going up to 
his mother he put his arms around 
her and sobbed, "You said this was 
Jesus' birthday, and there isn't a 
single present on the tree for Him. 
You must have forgotten all about 
it, for you haven't even baked Him 
a birthday cake." 

Out of the heart of a little child a 
great lesson is taught. Let us make 
sure that, at this Christmas season, 
we give gifts, worthy gifts, in His 
name and for His honour and glory, 
to the One whose birthday "we are 
really celebrating. 



WHAT ARE WE OFFERING? 

"And when they came into the houso, 
they saw the young- child with Mary His 
mother, and (ell down, ana worshipped 
tlim: und when they had opened their 
treasures, they presented unto Him gifts: 
Bold, and frankincense, and myrrh" 

(Matt 2:11). 

'HE gold and frankincense and 
myrrh they brought 
Could have no meaning for the 
Holy Child, 
Who looked into His mother's face and 
thought 
All kindness to enfold Him when she 
smiled. 
She cave Him shelter, sustenance and 
pest, 
Though she herself was one He came 
to save: 
For He was God. I think He liked the 
best 
Of all His gifts, the ones that Mary 
gave. 

And we today, what are WE offering? 

He owns the cattle on a thousand hills. 
Such costly treasures as our hands might 
bring 

Are less important than the love that 

fills 
One yielded heart. Oh, let us give Him 
place 
And share, with those for whom He 
died. His grace. — H.F.B. 
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from the 

TERRITORIAL COMMANDER 

•%> 1 1 < , ?" mm. 

and 

Mrs. Commissioner W. BOOTH 

HIS is the fifth Christmas we have been privileged to send gnetiiiRs 
to our Canadian comrades, and we do so again with gratitude for 
all God's sparing and enabling blessings. This year has hr-en paru.'u- 
larly gratifying to us in this land and territory. It has been a vrar of 
definite progress, both nationally and in an Army sense. We think of the 
St. Lawrence Seaway— this vast undertaking that has enabled shipping 
to penetrate 2,550 miles into the interior of. the continent; wo think of the 
vast mining, aerial and industrial undertakings in all parts 'of this great land, 
and we salute all those who have taxed heart and mind and body in 
bringing these mighty tasks to fruition. 

'HEN we look back over the year and remember with joy the visit of 
the Queen to the Isabel and Arthur Meicjhen Lodge. We haw? heard 
from many parts of the world of the inspiration and interest that this 
created. And we believe that Her Majesty's visit has raised the Canadian 
people's appreciation of our work in this land. 

(E have rejoiced over souls being saved in every division, we have 
seen splendid buildings raised to house the unfortunate, wo have 
witnessed young lives giving up all to dedicate themselves to the work 
of God. Among the causes for gratitude has been the sacrificial giving of 
our comrades, so that the money sent to help missionaries — the Self-Denial 
Fund — has increased in the past four years, from $142,000 to $230,000. 

fT Christmastime, our thoughts turn again to the little town of 
Bethlehem, and the Babe in the Manger — to those sweet, nostalgic 
happenings that are the basis for all the humanitarian work and service 
we count as the chief aim in life. Without Christmas there could have 
been none of these things — no love for the poor, no care for the sick, no 
concern for the unconverted and unwanted. Christmas made all these 
lovely aspects of life possible. Christmas launched a whole train of social 
service activities — orphanages, asylums, hostels, hospitals and all mis- 
sionary work. Let us honour the Babe of Bethlehem by helping the 
needy in every way we can, and thus helping to spread still farther the 
glorious spirit of Christmas. Mrs. Booth joins me in wishing Salvationists 
and all readers everywhere the blessing of God, at the festive season and 
throughout the New Year. 
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/SjfCCEPT my gold, the rich man said, 
]cl A s he laid his gift by the manger bed, 
1 give my heart, the poor one cried, 
Kneeling in awe by the Baby's side. 
So let us this Christmas bring our praise 
Wrought by the work of our common 

days, 
To Jesus— the One who walks our ways. 
— M. O. Ba.rtor Snow. 



Dk. Rood Oo &tIJ,Ln, 

fT'S not very far to Bethlehem town. 
It's anywhere that Christ comes 
down. 
And finds in people's friendly face 
A welcome and abiding place. 

The road to Bethlehem runs right through 
The home of folk like me and you. 
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Carolling the Convalescents 



BY 

LT.-COLONEL 

HANNAH 

JANES, 

St. John's, 

Nfld. 



CHRISTMAS time in a hospital 
is naturally a busy time. The 
staff has to think of the happi- 
ness of those patients for whom a 
Christmas at home is denied. In a 
general hospital, of course, the chil- 
dren's ward is the pivot around 
which most of the planning rotates. 
Usually the children are entertained 
by service clubs, but Christmas in 
a Salvation Army hospital is much 
more than colour, tinsel and decora- 
tions. The very word, Christmas, is 
a challenge and the officers within 
a hospital's walls go "all-out" to put 
Christ into Christmas. To us it is 
more than a happy festive season, 
a time for the giving of gifts and 
playing of Christmas music. It is 
the birthday of our King. 

The approach to Christmas in our 
hospital means careful planning. 
Included in these plans was the 
training of the nurses' glee club to 
sing Christmas carols to the patients 
each morning from 8.30 a.m. to 9.00 



a.m. during Christmas week. The 
carols were given as a live broad- 
cast from our nurses' lecture hall. 
It was a pleasant experience to visit 
the patients at that time and find 
them joining with the carollers in 
singing the familiar carols. 



All during the Christmas week 
the nurses' early morning devotions 
consisted of the singing of Christ- 
mas carols, thus stimulating the 
Christmas spirit. The usual Christ- 
mas parties for the various staffs 
of the hospital formed an important 
part of our celebrations, where all 
met on the common grounds of the 
happy goodwill of the season. 

On Christmas morning the offi- 
cers, staff and students, each carry- 
ing a lighted candle and singing the 
Christmas story, walked through the 
hospital corridors, and visited the 
larger wards. 

At 10 a.m. a simple carol service 
was conducted by the superin- 
tendent, assisted by officers and 
staff in the hospital chapel for the 
patients. 

The Christmas story, as told by 
Luke, was read in unison by all 
assembled in the chapel. The mys- 
tery and glory of the Nativity 
brought a warmth and spiritual 
glow upon all hearts present. 

After the service the patients and 
staff waited expectantly for the 
usual specially-prepared Christmas 
dinner and were not disappointed. 

Who knows where these hospital 
chapel worshippers may be next 
Christmas? We hope that memory 
will hold the door of their hearts 
and, as they read the story of the 
nativity, "Glory to God in the High- 
est and on earth peace and good- 
will toward men", that their hearts 
may be strangely warmed and 
stirred by the glowing thought that 
God's Gift to mankind was Christ 
at Christmas time. 



AM AVALANCHE OF MAIL 



iiHEN we mail our Christ- 
mas cards, little do we 
realize the terrific volume 
of mail that the post office has to 
handle. The following letter should 
make us resolve to help out the 
over-worked staff by seeing that our 
parcels and cards are mailed in 
plenty of time. 

It may be of interest to you to know 
that, during the month of December, 
Canadian post offices handled more 
than 50O million items of mail matter. 
Reflular post office staffs were aug- 
mented by more than 40,000 temporary 
helpers, but without the widespread co- 



operation of the public we would hardly 
have been able to cope with the 
avalanche of mail prior to Christmas. 

1 find that reports received from 
postmasters throughout the country 
almost invariably commented on the 
fact that their local newspapers 
rendered a notable public service in 
stressing, through photographs and 
special articles, the need for co-opera- 
tion in mailing early. 

I am therefore writing specially on 
behalf of the postal service of Canada, 
to express to newspapers my apprecia- 
tion of their efforts in the public 
interest in making our citizens aware 
of the advantages in mailing early. 
G. A. BOYLE, 
Deputy Postmaster General 
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The Cornet-player's Friend 



BY ANGEL LANE 



^H^HE snow was falling softly and 
%J\j swiftly upon the quiet streets 
of the country town. Window 
shades were drawn up, and the 
gaily decorated trees, with their 
gleaming lights and sparkling orna- 
ments, sent a warm glow out upon 
the sidewalks, and into the hearts of 
the passers-by. Warmly-clad pedes- 
trians hurried down the streets — 
some on shopping bent, others out 
to enjoy the lavish display of gay- 
hued lights and brightly-lit Christ- 
mas trees at the intersections, and 
the pleasure to be had at such 
times, even at the risk of being 
jostled by the countless other folk, 
who were there for the same reason! 
The store windows were like a 
miniature fairy-land ■ — scenes from 
the "Arabian Nights". 

Midway along the block a young 
lad played carols upon a silver cor- 
net, the passers-by pausing to place 
a coin or a bill in the familiar Army 
kettle. 

The hours passed; and people 
came and went along the crowded 
sidewalks, and in and out of the 
jam-packed stores. Soon, it would 
be time for the young cornetist to 
go to the Army hall to get warmed 
up, and to have a cup of tea. The 
thought was a cheering one, and 
brought an added glow to his young 
face, which already was rosy from 
the frosty atmosphere. A brief 




pause, as he glanced through the 
sheets of music in his pouch, and 
changed one for another, then he 
raised the instrument to his lips, but 
that was as far as he got. Along the 




Things Have 
Changed! 



"THE CHILDREN 
were nestled all snug 
in their beds, while 
visions of sugar-plums 
. , . talking dolls (that 
can be fed and 
changed), a doll's 
complete wardrobe, de- 
luxe skis, electric 
trains (with extra 
switches and equip- 
ment), three - speed 
bicycles, model planes 
(with gasoline motors) 
etc. . . ■ danced in 
their heads." 



CHRISTMAS NUMBER 



street came a somewhat older lad, 
whose face lit up with pleasure 
when he saw the young musician. 

"Bob!" . . . "Jack!" The words 
came simultaneously, as hand 
clasped hand in heart-warming wel- 
come. Fortunately, at that instant, 
the relieving cornetist arrived, and 
the two young men were free to go 
where they could talk! 

What a happy chat they had 
when, later, they sat together in 
the cosy living-room of the cornet- 
player's home. 

"Do you know, Bob," said the 
visitor, "I've never for one moment 
regretted that step I took that Sun- 
day night when you literally forced 
me to go to the penitent-form, and 
dealt so faithfully with me. You 
made things so clear and plain to 
me. Do you remember how em- 
barrassed I was, because I cried? 
You wept with me, and we were 
both so glad that God had put a 
word in my heart that night, Bob. 
I've never wanted to go back." Bob 
nodded, his heart too full for words. 

"From the beginning," went on 
Jack, "Mother and Dad, my big 
sister, my two older brothers, and 
my seven cousins, all older than 
I, used to watch me, to see how 
I re-acted to different happen- 
ings and circumstances; and many a 
time when I failed in some way, 
the Devil would say, 'There, see? I 
told you that you couldn't do it! 
Why not give up trying?' 

"Sometimes I got dreadfully dis- 
couraged with myself, but then I'd 
get the feeling that someone was 
praying for me, and that whoever 
it was would feel badly if I got 
careless. I told God about it; I 
would get up from my knees all set 
to have another try. 

"Now, Mother and Dad are with 
me heart and soul, and my sister 
goes to Sunday night meetings, 
sometimes, and says she thinks she 
will join, because she 'likes' the 
Army. There's going to be a big 
'do' soon, and I'm hoping that 
Philip and Mary will come to this, 
and perhaps Harry, my eldest 
brother, also; and that they will get 
at least a bit interested. As for 
myself, I can never thank God 
enough for letting me meet you!" 

Christmas was a happy one, in- 
deed, for Bob and Jack. Bob's 
father and mother both admired the 
young man, and although Jack must 
perforce go home for the celebra- 
tions, he promised to return for a 
day or two, early in the New Year! 
And so, on a note of praise and 
prayer and gratitude, we leave 
them, confident that He who has be- 
gun a work in them, will continue 
to be their Guide, Comforter and 
Friend. Hallelujah! 
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OON it will be Christmas. In 
millions of homes across the 
country families and kins- 
men will sit down together, eat a 
little more than is good for them 
and make merry. There will be a 
slight, temporary, yet perceptible 
all-round rising of the temperature 
of human kindliness. 

What does it all mean? For a 
minority, Christmas is a religious 
commemoration, the highlight of the 
Christian year. For a majority, it is 
merely a feast and a holiday, and is 
kept by them because their fathers 
kept it, because their earliest mem- 
ories of celebration and family re- 
union go back to Christinas Day. 

The "Christian myth": that is how 
"clever" men refer to the body of 
Christian belief out of which the 
Christmas feast rises. But before we 
dismiss the "myth" there are cer- 
tain historical facts which we 
should do well to remember. 

The first is that, on a specific day, 
there was born in the manger of a 
poor inn in Judea a child called 
Jesus. He was not a prince or a 
statesman or a warrior. He was not 
a member of a conquering race; He 
wrote no book, raised no artistic 
monument, His years on earth were 
few and lived out in a poor, obscure, 
conquered province. He was re- 
garded by cultivated and educated 
contemporaries as a person of no 
consequence. As a matter of prosaic 
history, it is to celebrate this Man's 



birth that we sit down to eat roast 
fowl and plum pudding. It takes, 
one might think, a good deal of ex- 
planation. 

The theological interpretation put 
by churches and scholars on Christ's 
reported words has varied in all 
ages, and varies to this day. What 
there never has been any doubt 
about is that those who knew Christ 
best during His life, and particu- 
larly after His terrible and agoniz- 
ing death, became convinced that 
He both was and knew Himself to 
be more than man. He believed He 
was the Son of God, and He suc- 
ceeded, in the teeth of every oppo- 
sition, ridicule and persecution, in 
communicating that belief to others. 

What Jesus did caused men to 
worship what He was. For what He 
did created in those who were wit- 



and most selfish; He loved so much 
that all human suffering and need 
mattered to Him. 

Moral perfection is incompatible 
with human nature, for if a perfect 
man existed in a world such as ours, 
he would die of horror and compas- 
sion at the terrible things that hap- 
pen in it every second. However 
tender and loving, however shaken 
and moved by the sufferings and 
tragedies that affect them per- 
sonally, men and women instinc- 
tively close their hearts to other 
tragedies every whit as great as 
their own, and those immediately 
around them. A perfect being 
would not shut his heart in self- 
protection. He would suffer with 
others and give himself unceasingly 
to relieve and succour them. 

The whole meaning of Christmas, 



By ARTHUR BRYANT 

(Noted London journalist) 



nesses of it — and in those who came 
to learn of it only by hearsay — a 
conviction of what He was. The 
conviction was so intense that they 
regarded His existence on earth as 
infinitely the most important thing 
that had ever happened. 

Not only did they try to alter 
their own lives — to live, however 
unsuccessfully, as He had lived — but 
in many cases they deliberately 
elected to die as He had died. This 
is not a myth; it is fully docu- 
mented history. It happened, and 
nothing can alter the fact. 

For this wonderful Man, whom, 
those of us who call ourselves 
Christians believe to have been 
more than man, possessed an attri- 
bute which we know from our own 
experience to be utterly beyond the 
capacity of human nature. He pos- 
sessed an infinite capacity for love 
that enabled Him to regard and 
treat every other being's personali- 
ty, need and suffering as though 
they were His own. 

He did not love only individually 
and spasmodically, as all human 
beings at times do, even the worst 



the miracle of Christ's birth — and 
death — is that once and once only 
in human history there was such a 
being. He so loved His fellow men 
that His whole life was dedicated 
without the least alloy of self to the 
relief and service of all those who 
stood in need of them. 

The Reader's Digest. 



BAND SERENADES BABY 

CONSIDERABLE excitement was 
^ caused among the bandsmen of 
an English corps when they visited 
the local hospital on Christmas 
morning. On arrival at the maternity 
section they were greeted by the 
matron, who intimated that a baby 
was due to be born at any time. 

The band continued with its 
ministry of music and song which 
had already been appreciated by 
patients and staff in other parts of 
the hospital and on concluding "The 
First Nowell" was informed, "It's a 
boy!" A few minutes later the men 
were allowed to see the baby, whose 
coming had helped to establish the 
spirit of Christmas for all around. 
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bHE past year has been one full 
of rapid and startling change 
in the realm of machines, tech- 
nology and human affairs generally. 
Change has occurred so fast and 
frequently in the 20th century that 
it seems as if our whole way of 
life is being altered beyond control, 
in spite of ourselves. 

Christmas does give us a fixed 
point of reference, a firm founda- 
tion, in a rapidly changing and con- 
fusing world. Since the coming of 
Christ into the world these many 
centuries ago, man — particularly 
western man — has had a guiding 
star from which to judge the chang- 
ing pattern of history. 

The birth of Christ came as a 
message of hope from God. The 
world was dark, confused, forebod- 
ing. The heavy boot of the tyrant 
and the conqueror strode the earth. 
The world was full of wars and 
rumours of wars. Yet the people 
who "sat in darkness saw a great 
light." The nativity of the Son of 
God was heralded by the angelic 
hosts singing, "Glory to God in the 
Highest and on earth peace, good- 
will towards men." • 



Little wonder Christendom has 
been shaken to its foundations, 
foundations that have been under- 
mined already by the erosion of 
materialism eating into our spiritual 
fabric. The search for truth, essen- 
tially a by-product of Christianity, 
gave rise to science. Science in turn 
became elevated to the level of a 
sacred cow. Now we see the scien- 
tific method taken over by ruthless 
dictators concerned with the search 
not for truth for truth's sake, but 
merely for the power it brings. In- 
deed, science has become tantamount 
to religion in the Soviet. 
Self-Worshippers 

Men worshipping nothing but 
themselves and the power of the 
state become a grave menace in the 
affairs of mankind. Soon they be- 
gin to play the role of God as did 
the Caesars, Napoleon, Hitler and 
other tyrants who have come and 
gone. 

A Canadian magazine recently 
carried an intriguing article under 
the heading "We Can't Have Christ 
and Sputnik Too"? The title at first 
puzzled me. Now I know what the 
author meant. The message is as 
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old as the Christmas theme. The 
road of material progress of itself 
leads to hate, greed and destruction. 
Sputnik is not enough. All earthly 
satellites will eventually come blaz- 
ing to earth and perish, and if 
human greed is not checked, even- 
tually it will carry with it a nuclear 
warhead destroying everything it 
touches in its downward flight. 

The Star of Christmas on the 
other hand shines ever brighter with 
the passing of time and Christ has 
healing in His wings. "Choose you 
this day whom you will serve", is 
the ancient challenge of God. In the 
light of trends in the world today, 
the choice should not be difficult. 
Let's keep Christmas and the 
Christmas spirit! Therein is the 
only hope for mankind. 
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A Wise Reply 



Dear Editor: 



I am einlvt years old. Some of my little 
friends say there ia no Santa Cla.ua. 
Please tfill me the truth, is there a. Santa 
Claus ? 



"Virginia O'Hanlon, 
115 West 95tli St. 
New York. 



Dec. 25, 1897. 
The Editor of a New York paper wrote: 

Virginia, your little friends are wrong. 

They have been affected by the scepti- 
cism of a sceptical age. 

They do not believe except they see. 

They think that nothing can be which is 
not comprehensible by their little 
minds. 

All minds, Virginia, whether they be 
men's or children's, are little. 

In this great universe of ours man is a 
mere insect, an ant, in his intellect, as 
compared with the boundless world 
about him, as measured by the intelli- 
gence capable of grasping the whole of 
truth and knowledge. 

Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus. 

He exists as certainly as love and 
generosity and devotion exist, and you 
know that they abound and give to 
your life its highest beauty and Joy. 

Alas! how dreary would be the world If 
there were no Santa Claus! 

It would be as dreary if there were no 
Virginias. 
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There would be no childlike faith then, 

no poetry, no romance to make toler. 

able this existence. 
We should have no enjoyment, except in 

sense and sight. 
The eternal light with which childhood 

fills the world would be extinguished. 
Not believe in Santa Claus? 
You might as well not believe in fairies! 
You might get your papa to hire men to 



watch in all the chimneys on Christmas 
Eve to catch Santa Claus, but even if 
they did not see Santa Claus coming 
down, what would that prove? 

Nobody sees Santa Claus, but that is no 
sign that there is no Santa Claus. 

The most real things in the world are 
those neither children nor men can see. 

Did you ever see fairies dancing on the 
lawn? 

Of course not, but that's no proof that 
they are not there. 

Nobody can conceive or imagine all the 
wonders there are unseen and unsee- 
able in the world. 

You tear apart the baby's rattle and see 
what makes the noise inside, but there 
is a veil covering the unseen world 
which not the strongest man, nor even 
the united strength of all the strongest 
men that ever lived, could tear apart. 

Only faith, fancy, poetry, love, romance 
can push aside that curtain, and view 
and picture the supernal beauty and 
glory beyond. 

Is it all real? 

Ah, Virginia, in all this world there is 
nothing else real and abiding. 

No Santa Claus! 

Thank God! he lives, and he lives for- 
ever. 

A thousand years from now, Virginia, 
nay, ten thousand years from now, he 
will continue to make glad the heart 
of childhood. 
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here Hundreds 
of "Santas Appear 

COLOURFUL EUROPEAN CELEBRATIONS 



S WONDER whether the church 
bells of my Silesian home town 
near the Sudeten Mountains 
will ring again this Christmas Eve, 
so firm and clear: "Rejoice, rejoice, 
O, Christendom?" I wonder whether 
muffled-up figures— first singly, 
then in crowds — will hurry along 
the narrow streets to church, and 
whether the sleighs from the neigh- 
bouring village, with festively har- 
nessed horses and gay jingles, will 
still out-distance the pedestrians? 

I wonder whether some of those 
villagers will attend church on 
Christmas Eve in almost medieval 
attire? But, of course, I do not know, 
for Silesia is far away, and it does 
not even belong to Germany any 
longer. 

I know only Silesian Christmases 
really well, and we have always 
celebrated them that way — in 
Northwest Germany after the es- 
cape, and now here in Canada. They 
begin about a month before Decem- 
ber 24th, on the first Advent Sunday. 
Then the first Of the four candles 
on the wreath is lit, ushering in the 
preparation for the arrival of Christ 
— four weeks of excitement and ex- 
pectation, four weeks with big or 



small daily highlights such as 
Nicholas Day on' December 6th, the 
lighting of a further candle on the 
Advent-wreath each consecutive 
Advent Sunday, and the' singing of 
our Advent hymns. 

I well remember the daily "twi- 
light" hour with Grimm's fairy 
stories and strange flickering shad- 
ows in the room caused by sparks of 
light from the hearth door, and the 



sacks with apples, nuts and ginger- 
bread — .but also with potatoes and 
pieces of coal for children who had 
been bad. And when Nicholas final- 
ly came knocking and rattling up 
the stairs, we wept and laughed all 
at once. 

The scene became more festive as 
the days- went by. Spruces and 
balsam firs appeared at street corners, 
as in Canada. Geese, ducks and eveta 



BY IRMGARD KING 



occasional fragrance of baked ap- 
ples and fresh gingerbread in the 
air. Then it was good to be at home, 
when outside the snowflakes whirl- 
ed or the damp fog heaved, and to 
ponder whether the Christ-Child 
might possibly be seen this time in 
the Christmas room and what He 
might bring; for all German chil- 
dren write "wish letters" during 
Advent. 

Every day there was a little win- 
dow to be opened on the Advent 
calendar, with a little picture be- 
hind it, and the parents often whis- 
pered to each other in the kitchen. 
And soon the children whispered, 
too, as they decided on their gifts 
for Father and Mother. They paint- 
ed and stitched, fret-sawed and 
knitted, counted their saved pennies 
and learned Christmas poems by 
heart. 

Then came December 6th, and all 
the "bakeries in town sold big and 
small gingerbread Nicholases. After 
school the children were busy 
straightening dog's ears in their 
school books, memorizing a rhyme 
for Nicholas, and trying to be very 
obedient during the last minutes be- 
fore his arrival; because when even- 
ing came hundreds of Nicholases 
with long beards and rods suddenly 
appeared on the streets carrying 



a few turkeys were displayed in 
shop windows, and in others, toys, 
marzipan and nougat sweets, honey 
cakes from Nuremberg in colourful 
tins, and a thousand and one more 
things. 

The last days before Christmas 
Eve were of feverish activity. Fra- 
grant heaps of sweet yeast cakes 
with poppyseed, apple or plum fill- 
ing, and topped with crumbs, a 
wicker basket with butter-dough 
crescents, stars, hearts and birds, 
and crocks of gingerbread filled the 
pantry, and we children tugged a 
sack of walnuts and red-cheeked 
apples on a hand-barrow from the 
next village. 

When finally December 24th ap- 
proached — and with it the mounting 
expectation of the gift bestowal and 
the joy of opening the biggest win- 
dow in the Advent calendar — most 
of the housework was done. In the 
early afternoon the people streamed 
home from work. Every corner In 
the house shone; and sauerkraut 
and smoked pork, cooked together 
in the pot, filled the air with pun- 
gent fragrance. We were allowed to 
step into the Christmas Room just 
once more before its doors closed; 
from then on only the parents were 
allowed entry and (oh marvel!) the 
(Continued on page 18) 
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The Best Gift 
of All 



OW lovely g'ii't-wrappcd pres- 
cuts look when placed beneath 
a brightly-lit spruce! Christ- 
mas gifts taring joy to many hearts, 
young and old. But God's Gift was 
not so wrapped or placed. Christ 
Jesus was given to mankind "wrap- 
pod in swaddling clothes and lying 
in a manger." God would not give 
His Son in any other way. His Gift, 
nevertheless, will bring the greatest 
joy to the heart and life of any per- 
son who will accept Him — the 
Saviour of the world. 

Under the Mosaic law, if a mother 
could not bring a lamb for an offer- 
ing of purification after the birth of 
a child she was permitted to bring 
two turtle doves or two young 
pigeons ■ — one for a burnt offering 
and one for a sin offering. Jesus' 
parents were not able to bring a 
lamb; they were not rich. David or 
Solomon could have done so, but 
not Joseph. Mary and Joseph were 
poor — in the turtle-dove or young- 
pigeon class. There is every infer- 
ence and indication that they were 
hard pressed to make ends meet. 
Joseph was a carpenter, not a king. 
God freely gave His Lamb for man- 
kind, but Joseph and Mary could not 
give a lamb for Him. God had so 
decreed that His Son should have a 
humble and lowly birth. 

Simeon was just and devout, wait- 
ing for the "Consolation" (that 
which refreshes the spirit; the lift- 
ing of depression) of Israel. He was 
waiting for the Messiah. "He came 
by the Spirit into the Temple." 
(Luke 2:27) "And when the parents 
brought in the child Jesus, to do for 
Him after the custom of the law," 
he then took God's Gift — the baby 
Jesus — up in his arms, praised God 
and said: "Lord, now lettest thou 
Thy servant depart in peace, accord- 
ing to Thy word: For mine eyes 
have seen Thy salvation, which Thou 
hast prepared before the face of all 
people; a light to lighten the Gen- 
tiles, and the glory of Thy people 
Israel." (Luke 2: 29-32). 

CHRISTMAS NUMBER 




The spirit of giving at 
Christmas time is commend- 
able; it is not to be despised. 
Nobody in his right mind 
would desire to be a twentieth- 
century Scrooge, The spirit of 
thankfulness for gifts received is to 
be praised; we should have grateful 
hearts. But have we ever thanked 
God for His Gift to us? Have we 
ever reached up with open hands 
and arms and thanked God for His 
swaddling-clothed, manger-laid Gift 
—Jesus, the Saviour^ — and then un- 
reservedly given heart and life to 
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vary. There God sacrificed and 
Jesus died. 

I repeat: God's Gift was not given 
to mankind tinsel-wrapped. Jesus 
came of lowly birth, wrapped in 
swaddling clothes— to die on a tree. 
There was the sign, nevertheless — 
"Ye shall find the babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes, lying in a man- 
ger." There is the sign of the cradle, 
of the cross, and that of the open 



By ARTHUR TOWNSEND, Abbotsford, B.C. 



Him? Are we less thankful than 
Simeon was? 

Simeon was ready to die. He 
realized that God had given His Son 
to be the Saviour of mankind. 
Simeon knew that the tiny bundle 
of loveliness which he had held in 
his arms that day, would one day 
emancipate the fallen human race. 
He knew that one day Jesus would 
hang on a cross. With the eye of 
faith Simeon looked forward to Cal- 



tomb. But the cradle came first. Jesus 
was born of the virgin Mary; He be- 
came poor to make us rich. He is the 
Gift of God to every living soul. Will 
you, at this Christmas season, accept 
the Greatest Gift of all time — Jesus 
Christ, the Saviour? And then live 
for Him? "For God so loved the 
world, that He gave his only be- 
gotten Son, that whosoever believeth 
in Him should not perish, but have 
everlasting life." (John 3:16). 
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,HERE'LL always be Christmas — 

long as a light 
'Glows In the window to guide folks 
at night, 
As long as a star in the heavens above, 
Keeps shining down . . • there'll be 
Christmas and love. 



as long as the sea 
a white pebbled 



There'll always be Christmas 

long as a tree 
Grows on a hilltop . . . 
Breaks into foam on 

beach, 
As long as there's laughter and beautiful 

speech. 

There'll always be Christmas ... as 

long as a street 
Gives back the echo of homeward bound 

feet, 
And children with mittens and warm 

winter clothes 
Have bright eyes that sparkle and 

cheeks like a rose. 



There'll always be Christmas . . . with 

holly and snow, 
And church bells that ring in the valley 

below, 
Shop windows lighted and door-ways 

ajar, 
And over the housetops the glint of a 

star, 



The cavernous length of a stocking to 

fill, 
A wreath on the window ... a light on a 

hill 
The song of the angels . . . and over 

again 
The beautiful message . 

among men. 

EDNA JAQUES, 



Goodwill 



(Prom HILLS OP HOME, 
of the author). 



by permission 
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PHRASE repeated so often at 
this time of year is "the spirit 
of Christmas", or "the Christ- 
mas spirit". It is expressed by young 
and old; it is repeated by men and 
women of many faiths, it is that 
which motivates the buying and 
giving of gifts. But what really is 
"the spirit of Christmas"? It is a 
question of the utmost importance, 
one we must answer thoughtfully 
and honestly, for it is obvious to the 
observant mind that there are vari- 
ous ways in which people give ex- 
pression to what they think is the 
spirit of Christmas. 

What most people mean by the 
Christmas spirit is the desire to help 
others— especially those in need. I 
have seen much of this kind of al- 
truism during the Christmas sea- 
son and it is most gratifying. At one 
corps where I was stationed, a 
member of the Sunday school came 
to the door a few days before 
Christmas, a boy of about ten. 

Reaching into his pocket he took 
out a dollar and nineteen cents and 
handed it to me saying: "Here, Cap- 
tain, I have done my Christmas 
shopping and have this left over. I 
thought you might use it to help 
some boy in need." 

Kind-hearted Men 

Surely that is the Christmas spirit 
in action. When our Christmas bas- 
kets were made up for needy fami- 
lies last year a number of business 
men delivered them, driving many 
miles over icy roads. One of them 
commented: "This is what makes 
our Christmas worth while". The 
spirit of giving to help others is, 
then at least, an important part of 
the spirit of Christmas. 

There are those, with narrower 



views, who look at Christmas simply 
as a time when they give good 
things to their families and friends 
—a time of holiday and fellowship. 
Selfishness is certainly not typical of 
the Christmas spirit, and we must 
all be careful not to forget the needs 
of others while looking after the 
needs of our own. 

To some people, the spirit of 
Christmas is merely another way of 
saying: "Eat, drink and be merry! 
Let's have a good time! Enjoy your- 
self, it's later than you think!" As I 
have watched men reeling and 



countenance; on His head was a 
crown of many thorns — He was 
ready for Calvary. Many people 
stopped, even in cold snowy weath- 
er, to look at that dim little window. 
To grasp the true spirit of Christinas 
we must see the Babe in the Manger 
in the light of Calvary. We often 
hear the familiar Bible verse used 
to describe the Nativity: "For God 
so loved the world, that He gave His 
only begotten Son, that whosoever 
believeth in him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life." This 
means more than the giving of the 



By CAPTAIN WILLIAM BROWN, Glace Bay, N.S. 



stumbling along on Christmas Eve I 
have wondered how they could so 
carelessly and wilfully make a 
mockery of the true spirit of Christ- 
mas. 

Children have their own ideas on 
the Christmas spirit. I heard one 
little girl suggest that it was the 
giving and getting of presents. Un- 
fortunately, parents often forget to 
impress upon their children the real 
significance of Christmas and what 
it can mean in their young lives. 

A Season of Goodwill 

I suppose we should be getting 
closer to the deeper meaning of "the 
spirit of Christmas" if we said that 
it is the spirit of love — that love 
which extends not only to our 
friends and neighbours but to those 
we have never known. After all, it 
was an expression of God's infinite 
love for mankind that gave us the 
first Christmas. However, love is a 
broad term and we need a more 
personal definition of love and its 
relation to the gift of God's eternal 
Son, the Lord Jesus Christ. 

I heard of a man in one town who, 
at Christmas time, had a simple but 
significant window display. While 
other stores . drew trade with 
mechanical Santas and windows 
bright with shiny steam engines and 
beautiful dolls, the window of his 
shop showed only a picture, faintly 
lighted by two small candles. It 
wasn't a picture of the Babe in the 
Manger; it was one of a Man, with 
downcast eyes and a sorrowful 



infant Christ to mankind; it means 
the giving of God's Son on Calvary's 
cross, that all who believe in His 
dying sacrifice and accept His offer 
of salvation shall have eternal life. 

As I have been sitting by the win- 
dow, looking out on the white ex- 
panse of snow, sparkling with sun- 
shine, and pondering these thoughts, 
I have come to this conclusion: The 
real spirit of Christmas is that spirit 
which receives the love of Christ as 
a precious gift and, after receiving 
it by faith, goes out to carry selfless- 
ly and joyously that love to others, 
who need not only food and ma- 
terial comforts, but that spiritual 
food which is always given without 
money and without price. 

If mankind would dispense that 
kind of spirit this Yuletide rather 
than the kind of spirits usually as- 
sociated with "celebrating" what a 
marvellous Christmas it would be! 
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^TlfT'S in the carols sweet and clear, 
3} It's in the church-bells that you hear, 
It's far away and it is near . . . 
It's everywherel 

It's in the sun and in the snow, 
It's in the candles all aglow, 
It's underneath the mistletoe . . . 
It's in each prayer! 

It's in the trees and in the toys, 
It's in the happy girls and boys, 
It's in the memories and Joys . . . 
It's set apart! 

It's in the shepherds on the hill, 

It's In the words, "peace and good will" 

It's in the quiet and the still, 

It's in the heart! 
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•HE Toronto underground train 
sped swiftly on its subterra- 
nean way, breaking now and 
then into an open cut, where the 
whirling snowflakes were swept 
contemptuously aside as the mon- 
ster rushed on. In the middle car a 
well-dressed young drunk lurched 
and swayed in his seat as the train 
rounded the bends. 

Suddenly he sat up— a puzzled 
look on his face. Snatches of 
singing came to his muddled ears 
— singing that was vaguely familiar. 
"Mush be comin' from another 
coach," he muttered. The train 
started again, and the singing was 
drowned in the roar of the wheels. 
He lounged back again, his thoughts 
— when he could connect them—- 



found a happy faith, why couldn't 
he? He staggered to his feet, and 
managed to squeeze out between 
the sliding doors just before they 
came to. How he got up the steps 
in his drunken state, he never knew, 
but he found himself outside the 
station, swaying, and trying to focus 
the group of Salvationists as they 
formed up to march a few blocks 
to the college. A bright-faced young 
officer stood on the sidewalk. The 
drunk tapped her on the arm. She 
turned, rather startled at the sight 
of the staggering figure. 

The man's thickly-uttered ques- 
tion was also calculated to shock 
anyone not dedicated to the work of 
redemption. It was blunt to the 
point of rudeness. "Will — will ya 



BY THE EDITOR 



bringing him nothing but • misery. 
This would be another unhappy 
Christmas for him and his wife and 
family. Liquor had almost ruined 
his married life. Time was when he 
had. enjoyed attending the meetings 
at the corps near his home. They 
were grand days! Then came the 
war and a gradual descent from 
social drinking to alcoholism — bond- 
age and misery. Home at the con- 
clusion of hostilities, he had made 
many attempts to conquer his weak- 
ness, without success. 

The train screeched to a stop. His 
blurred vision managed to make out 
the name on the wall of the station 
— DAVIS VILLE. Ah, there was that 
singing again! Now he knew what 
it was! He could see blue uniform- 
coats among the passengers pouring 
onto the platform "Mush be the 
cadets," he murmured; he knew 
enough about the Army to connect 
the word DAVISVILLE with the 
training college, and the singing 
with the eternally happy fraternity 
— cadets. (Who else would sing on a 
train? ) . 

It wasn't his stop; in fact, he sud- 
denly realized he had gone away 
past, and he began to wonder if God 
had taken a hand in his affairs, for 
new hope had sprung to his heart 
at the sight of the uniform and the 
sound of singing. If these folks had 

CHRISTMAS NUMBER 



pray wit' me?" The cadets were 
marching off, singing "I've got the 
joy, joy, joy, joy down in my heart," 
and the Captain quickly signalled to 
a woman sergeant in the back row. 
The two led the man across Yonge 
street to where there was a bench 
placed for the convenience of wait- 
ing bus passengers. 

The air was frosty and the snow 
dry, so that the three could kneel. A 
few curious onlookers stared at the 
sight of the man kneeling between 
two trim Army lassies, but the trio 
were oblivious of them: they were in 
deadly earnest. For the two girls it 
was the chance to save a soul'— and 
salvage a home; to the man it was a 
Heaven-sent opportunity of getting 
rid of the horrible craving for liquor 
that had made mockery of his life. 

It did not take long. When a man 
has made up his mind to slough off 
his old life like a snake shedding its 
skin, and makes no reservations, the 
great transaction is soon done; Bill 
felt the forgiving touch of God on 
his soul, and new strength pouring 
into his being. He was almost sober 
when he rose, and a new light shone 
from his eyes. 

A pay-phone stood nearby. As 
soon as the Captain learned that 
Bill had attended the meetings at 
a Toronto corps, she had an 
idea. "I know the treasurer at that 
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corps," she said. "When he knows 
what's happened to you, he'll be glad 
to come down and pick you up, and 
take you home," 

She was a good judge of char- 
acter. The young man in question 
was not only treasurer and bands- 
man, but a genuine soul-saver. He 
left the store in charge of his as- 
sistant, jumped into his car, called 
at the training college (where the 
two had taken their convert) and 
took him home. Perhaps Mrs. "Bill" 
is to be forgiven for standing unde- 
cided for a while, sceptically sur- 
veying her husband as he stood with 
the treasurer. "Drunk again," was 
her first remark, but when the Sal- 
vationist explained what had hap- 
pened, she began to thaw out, 
thanked him for his help, and stood 
aside to let the two men in. 

The treasurer had a good talk to 
the couple pointing out that, for the 
sake of the children, if nothing else, 
both must pull together to make 
this miracle last. The wife soon real- 
ized that Bill's conversion was 
real, and she willingly knelt with 
the other two for prayer. 

For the first time in five years, 
Bill had a sober Christmas, and his 
family a happy one. That was four 
years ago. A few weeks ago, in a 
bandsman's councils, a well-groom- 
ed bandsman stood confidently be- 
fore his comrades and intelligently 
told his story. "He "pulled no 
punches", but boldly exposed his 
past life, thanking God for the faith 
and love of the young woman offi- 
cer who had led him to Christ and 
deliverance one snowy night at the 
corner of Davisville and Yonge. 
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(Continued from page 14) 



privilege of conferring with the 
Christ-Child already on His way 
from Heaven with His angels to de- 
liver the gifts. 

However, there was still the 
Christmas service ahead at 5 p.m. A 
full mile's walk through the creak- 
ing snow, and it was difficult to rec- 
ognize individuals hurrying, in the 
twilight, toward God's House, The 
bells rang, announcing that the Holy 
Night had started, and that Christ 
had come to reconcile God with 



Enjoy Those Greeting Cards 



(Continued 
I'm afraid I have little patience 
with cards that omit any reference 
to the true meaning of Christmas, 
but such cards are sometimes sent 
even to a Salvationist. People really 
ought to put their surnames on 
their cards. We have been puzzling 
for days over one on which is 
scrawled "Bill and Myrtle." We 
hazarded a dozen guesses as to who 
this ambiguous pair were, but with- 
out avail. Our only conclusion was 
that we're holding a card that was 
never intended for us! (Will the 
real owners be disappointed?) 

Oh, the extravagances of the 
things the senders wish for you! 
They predict such glorious, tremen- 
dous happenings for the New Year 
but we know that 1960 will be 
much the same as the year that 
went before it. Here's one that 



from page 7) 
hopes ... "a thousand pleasures, 
even more . . ." for the holiday 
season. One thing we know for sure 
January will bring forth its bills. 
Still, why introduce a sour note? 
This we know too, that the same 
God who guided and protected us 
through 1959 will be our sufficiency 
in the next twelve months. 

It is hard to pick out one favourite 
from the shoals of cards, and almost 
impossible to choose the best pic- 
torially. But I think the message that 
impressed me the most was printed 
on a plain little card. It said simply: 

"God was in Christ, reconciling 
the world unto Himself . . ." 

After all, that is the grandest fact 
of Christ's coming, and, although 
nearly 2,000 years have slipped by 
since the angels heralded the fact, 
that message still holds good today. 



THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD-Scripturc Verses on Christ's Coming 
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NEW TESTAMENT 
(OR God, who commanded the 
light to shine out of darkness, 
hath shlned in our hearts, to 
give the light of the knowledge of the 
glory of God in the face of Jesus." 
(2 Cor. 4:6) 

"When the fulness of the time was 
come, God sent forth His Son, made of a 
woman, made under the law, to redeem 
them that were under the law, that we 
might receive the adoption of sons." 
(Gal. 4:4,5) 

"God was in Christ, reconciling the 
world unto Himself, not imputing their 
trespasses unto them, and hath com- 
mitted unto us the word of recon- 
ciliation. Now then, we are ambassadors 
for Christ, as though God did beseech 



you by us; we pray you in Christ's stead, 
be ye reconciled to God." (2 Cor. 5:19,20) 

"Let this mind be in you, which was 
also in Christ Jesus: who, being in the 
form of God, thought it not robbery to 
be equal with God; but made Himself of 
no reputation, and took upon Him the 
form of a servant and was made in the 
likeness of men." (Phil, 2: 5-7) 

"For God so loved the world, that He 
gave His only begotten Son, that whoso- 
ever believeth in Him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life." <John 3:1G) 

"In Him was life; and the life was the 
light of men, and the light shineth in 
darkness; and the darkness comprehend- 
ed it not." (John 1:4,5) 
(Weymouth — "and the darkness has 
never overpowered it.") 



mankind. This was the message, 
also, of the minister and the chil- 
dren's choir. 

At home, seemingly endless min- 
utes of waiting began for us chil- 
dren. The festive dishes at the sup- 
per table were enjoyed by Mother 
and Father, but what child is hun- 
gry if the Christ-Child is in the 
room next door decorating the 
Christmas tree and laying out the 
gifts? Eternity could not be longer " 
than the minutes before the door 
opened! 

And yet — as in every year — the 
Christ Child was finally finished; 
and at the silver tone of a tiny bell, 
the door swung open and we stood 
dazzled. Was it possible that the 
Christmas tree could be so beauti- 
ful? Tall and straight it stood, be- 
decked with apples, nuts, cones and 
cookies, shining glass balls, silver 
threads and chocolate and sugar 
kringles. Sparklers sent forth show- 
ers of Are, and the many-coloured 
candles burned with a soft warm 
light. 

But the Christ-Child! While we 
stood speechless in the brilliant light 
— big eyed and blissful — He had 
succeeded once more in flying out 
of the window, unseen. What rich 
presents were left behind, however! 
It wasn't yet time to open them, but 
on the white cloth, under the Christ- 
mas tree, they stood, clearly sec- 
tioned off in four heaps, with a plate 
of cookies, fruits and sweets for 
each one of us. In a split second, 
all this was absorbed in wondrous 
amazement and expectation. The 
Christ-Child had fulfilled the "wish 
letter." — Toronto Globe and Mail. 



OLD TESTAMENT 

"Unto us a child is born, unto us a Son 
is given; and the government shall be 
upon His shoulder, and His name shall 
be called Wonderful, Counsellor, The 
Mighty God, The Everlasting Father, The 
Prince of Peace. (Isaiah 9:6) 

"When Israel was a child, then 1 loved 
Him, and called my son out of Egypt." 
(Hosea 11:1) 

Therefore the Lord Himself shall give 
you a sign; Behold, a virgin shall con- 
ceive, and bear a Son, and shall call His 
name Immanuel." (Isaiah 7:14) 

"The Lord said unto Abram, I will 
make of thee a great nation and in thee 
and thy seed shall all the families of the 
earth be blessed." (Gen. 12:2,3) 
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